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MAILER 

This  is  our  mailer.  It  is  a  white  mailer,  we  have  been  informed  by  a  member  of 
the  DRUM;  which,  the  Student  Senate  tells  us,  has  a  black  mailer.  YAHOO  is 
entered  into  the  Amherst  mails  by  paid  subversives  and  is  considered  low  class 
matter  by  the  post  office,  a  friendly  but  inept  monopoly.  Our  phone  is  tapped  by 
both  the  phone  company,  another  inept  monopoly,  and  the  U.S.  Government,  which 
shouldn't  be  wasting  the  taxpayers'  money  like  that.  YAHOO  is  funded  entirely  by 
students,  and  its  editors  and  staff  are  undergraduates  of  the  University  of 
Massachusetts— Amherst  campus.  Subscriptions  are  $2.00  per  year.  Please  send 
all  correspondence  to:  YAHOO  Magazine,  RSO  No.  106,  Student  Union  Bldg.. 
University  of  Massachusetts,  Amherst,  Massachusetts  01002     ©  1970,  YAHOO 


Junk  Mail 


fytaJJ  H^teria 

Shazam!  It's  Spring,  the  time  when 
the  Yahoos  come  out  to  spread  their 
idiotic  laughter  and  joviality  around  the 
campus.  And,  speaking  of  pollution, 
this  campus  looks  great  in  the  spring. 
Especially  around  the  fabulous  Spring 
Day,  when  thousands  of  exuberent 
"UMies",  full  of  the  spirits  of  joy, 
decorate  the  land  with  empty  but 
colorful  beer  cans,  crystalline  beer 
bottles  whose  jagged  edges  shimmer  by 
sun  or  moon,  bits  of  multi-colored  and 
various-textured  paper,  cellophane, 
and  other  goodies.  Also  not  to  be  for- 
gotten are  the  miscellaneous  remnants 
of  clothing  and  illegal  devices  scattered 
about,  adding  that  lovely  "lived-in" 
atmoshere. 

But  Spring  Day  is  not  the  only  time 
that  people  can  witness  the  wonderful 
ways  in  which  UMass  enhances  its  drab 
natural  surroundings.  The  UMass 
power  plant  emits  light,  billowy  clouds 
of  ever  changing  shape  and  color  that 
float  above  Amherst,  often  effectively 
protecting  us  all  from  the  earth- 
ravaging  rays  of  sunlight  that  would 
otherwise  hurt  our  eyes  and  burn  our 
skins.  Unsightly  grass  and  trees  are 
cleared  away  and  replaced  with  vast 
vistas  of  concrete  and  tarmac,  glass 
and  steel,  that  he  like  wantons  under 
the  shimmering  sky  that  comes  from 
the  power  plant.  Such  wondrous  works 
of  architecture  as  the  audaciously 
named  "Campus  Center",  the  Cage,  the 
sky  piercing  Southwest  Towers  of 
babble  (not  Babel  or  Bible),  and  the 
soon  to  come  Fine  Arts  Center,  have 
livened  up  our  environment  to  such  an 


extent  that  few  alumni  would  recognize 
the  town  of  Amherst  and  its  academic 
centers.  But  civilization  must  move 
forward  with  vigor,  and  we  mustn't 
worry  about  nostalgic  old  fogeys  who— 
believe  it  or  not— actually  liked  the 
trees,  the  fields,  the  streams,  and  the 
flowers.  They  can  only  impede 
progress,  and  we  all  know  that  the 
watchword  of  UMass,  and,  indeed,  all 
of  Massachusetts,  is  progress.  Nothing 
can  stand  in  our  way!  Not  even  the  very 
earth  we  live  on.  Dumping  the  limp 
carcasses  of  zoology  specimens  in  open 
pits  is  a  fundamental  human  right!  So 
is  the  breeding  of  huge  families,  and  the 
cry  to  limit  population  is  more  immoral 
than  genocide!  Mankind  is  growing 
faster,  bigger,  and  better  than  ever 
before.  The  onrush  of  technology 
cannot  be  stopped  by  a  bunch  of  mealy 
mouthed  radical  sentimentalists!  We 
must  breed  more  people,  build  bigger 
cities,  bigger  bombs,  bigger  govern- 
ments, bigger  highways,  bigger  in- 
dustries, bigger  research  centers, 
better  weapons,  fewer  diseases,  more 
power!  more  power!  more  power!  We 
are  becoming  gods,  controlling  our 
destinies.  Our  government  is  strong, 
and  the  idiotic  lies  of  the  con- 
servationists and  the  birth  control 
bastards  are  falling  as  limp  as  the 
people  who  say  them  at  the  feet  of  our 
people,  or  sticking  like  oil  on  a  duck's 
back  in  their  mouths,  unspoken.  The 
day  of  perfection  is  near,  and  nothing 
can  stop  mankind  from  fulfilling  it's 
glorious  destiny.  And  if  we  must 
destroy  the  world  to  fulfill  that  destiny, 
we  must  not  be  afraid!  Heil! 

Peace,  Love,  and  Ecology, 
Yushnik 


Junk  mail  is  not  what  it  used 
to  be.  Previously,  junk  mail 
came  addressed  to  "Oc- 
cupant", so  you  could  file  it 
without  bothering  to  open  it. 
Now,  however,  the  people  who 
send  out  this  sort  of  stuff  use 
computers,  and  address  their 
letters  to  you  personally.  You 
have  to  open  the  envelope.  And 
of  course  there  is  a  personal 
letter  from  the  circulation 
director,  or  some  similar 
functionary  telling  you  per- 
sonally about  the  special  deal 
he  has  to  offer. 

On  the  next  page  is  our 
answer.  Either  rip  it  out,  or 
(even  better)  photocopy  it,  fill 
in  the  blanks,  and  send  it  back, 
in  the  postage  paid  envelope 
provided.  Sign  it,  with  a  piece  of 
carbon  paper  between  your  pen 
and  the  paper,  and  be  sure  to 
put  your  initials  in  the  space 
before  the  "—CDC  3600. 
The  CDC  is  a  computer,  and  in 
this  case,  is  your  secretary. 


SPEECHES  WRITTEN! 
also,  TERM  PAPERS, 
position  papers, 
editorials,  essays,  and  lots, 
lots  more. 
Simply  send  us  a  topic  and 
we  will  write  whatever  you 
need.  Just  tell  us  what 
political,   religious,  racial, 
nationalistic,  or  creedish 
stand  you  wish  us  to  support, 
and  we  will  support  it.  We 
prode  ourselves  on  being 
able  to  take  any  stand  on  any 
subject  you  can  name,  based 
on      many      years  of 
professional  experience. 
Price  list  on  request. 
Ghost  Writers  in  the  Sky,  Inc. 
1600  Pennsylvania  Avenue, 
Washington,  D.C. 
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FROM: 


TO  : 


DEAR  ,    I    WAS   SO  HAPPY  TO   RECEIVE  YOUR  PER- 

SONALIZED LETTER  TO  ME.      I    SO   RARELY   GET  ANY  MAIL  AT  ALL*  AND 
THE  LITTLE   I    GET   IS  NORMALLY  ADDRESSED  TO   OCCUPANT.  SO 
YOU  CAN   IMAGINE  HOW  HAPPY   I   WAS   TO   GET  YOUR  LETTER.  AFTER 
MY  PULSE  WENT  DOWN   TO   BELOW    150,    I    RIPPED  THE  LETTER  OPEN • 

YOU  CAN  NOT   IMAGINE  HOW  HAPPY   I    WAS  TO   GET  THAT  LETTER  FROM 
YOU,  ,  AND  I   AM  ETERNALLY 

GRATEFUL  TO   YOU  FOR  REMEMBERING  MY  NAME.      IT  SURPRISES  ME, 
THOUGH,    WHERE  YOU  GOT  MY  ADDRESS, 

PERHAPS  YOU  GOT  A  COPY  OF   THE   SUBSCRIPTION  LIST  OF 
PRACTICAL  ENBALMER  AND  TAXIDERMISTS  MONTHLY.      IN  ANY 
CASE,    I    DO  NOT  CARE,    BECAUSE   I    WAS   SO  HAPPY  TO   GET  A  LETTER 
FROM  YOU.      UNTIL  YOUR  LETTER  ARRIVED,    I    WAS   IN  AN  EXTREME  FIT 
OF  DEPRESSION.      NOBODY  HAD  SPOKEN   TO  ME  FOR  OVER  EIGHT  WEEKS, 
AND  MY  LAST  PIECE  OF  MAIL  HAD  ARRIVED  THREE  MONTHS  AGO,  A 
PRICE  LIST   (ADDRESSED  TO   OCCUPANT,   OF   COURSE)   FROM  PORNO  FILMS 
OF  LONDON.      EVEN   THE  PRETTY  FOREIGN   STAMP  DID  NOT  OVERCOME  MY 
DEPRESSION.      I    WAS   SO   DOWN   IN   THE  DUMPS,    I    WAS  ABOUT  TO  DO 
SOMETHING  RASH,   LIKE  WRI TE  A  THREATENING  LETTER  TO  NIXON,  SO 
THAT  A  NICE  SECRET   SERVICE  MAN   WOULD  COME  TO   TALK  TO  ME. 

BUT  YOU  SAVED  ME  FROM  THIS,  ,    YOU  AND 

YOUR  WONDERFUL  COMPANY, 

BECAUSE  OF  YOU,    I   HAVE  REGAINED  MY   SANITY.      FOR  THIS,  I 
THANK  YOU. 

YOURS  FOR  MENTAL  HEALTH, 


/CDC  3600 


YAHOO  PRESENTS: 
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By  Vincent  R.  Gauron 


The  tall,  rather  full-breasted 
girl  paced  back  and  forth, 
nervously  looking  at  her  watch. 
A  few  large  snowflakes  falling 
against  the  dull,  gray  backdrop 
of  the  Berkshires  stuck  onto  her 
but  she  did  not  notice  them.  She 
was  too  worried.  What  could  be 
taking  him  so  long?  What? 

Suddenly,  she  heard  a  noise. 
She  turned  around  quickly  and 
saw  a  man  with  a  U.  Mass. 
beanie  appear  from  behind  a 
tree.  It  was  Drake!  He  slowly 
walked  up  to  her,  smiled  thinly, 
and  began  to  speak. 

"Why  is  a  dead  prostitute 
better  than  a  live  one?" 

"Because  she  will  lay 
wherever  you  put  her,"  she 
answered  in  relief. 

The  man's  smile  suddenly 
disappeared.  "Very  good  Lydia 
except  for  one  slight  detail.  .  ." 
He  removed  his  beanie  and 
casually  peeled  off  a  rubber 
mask.  "I'm  not  Drake.  He's 
still  at  U.  Mass.  What's  left  of 
him,  that  is.  My  master, 
Clarence  the  Computer,  in- 
structed me  to  eliminate  him. 
My  real  name  is  Provost 
Dullworth  and  I've  been 
sent  here  to  execute  you." 
He  calmly  reached  into  his  coat 
pocket,  pulled  out  a  .32  calibre 
Browning,  and  aimed  it  at  her 
left  knee.  "No' "  she  screamed 
"Please,   no1"   He  cruelly 


A 

Man 
Called 

DEADLY 


squeezed  the  trigger.  She  was 
just  beginning  to  fall  when 
another  burst  of  flame  spit  out 
at  her.  Hitting  the  ground,  she 
had  a  bullet  in  her  pelvis  and 
another  in  her  navel.  The  man 
grinned,  carefully  raised  the 
muzzle  of  his  gun  to  the  scruff 
of  her  neck,  and  clinically  shot 
down  the  length  of  her  spine. 
She  wiggled  around  for  a 
moment,  moaned,  and  then 
abruptly  stopped.  He  put  down 
his  gun  and  stepped  backwards 
to  admire  his  work,  the 
hemorrhaging  outline  of  what 
was  once  a  beautiful  woman. 
Looking  down  into  the  pulpish, 
remainder  of  her  face  he  was 
surprised  to  notice  a  sudden 
tremor  from  the  slit  which  had 
been  her  lips.  Curious,  he 
gripped  his  gun  and  squatted 
down  to  listen.  He  brought  his 
hand  up  to  his  ear  as  a  sound 
slowly  began  to  emerge  from 
her  throat.  "You  missed." 


Deadly  Thinking 

Agent  Deadly  sat  in  his 
plush  Beacon  Hill  apartment 
mulling  over  violence.  His  life 
was  full  of  it.  Nobody  could 
deny  that.  How  many  people  in 
the  past  month  alone  had  he 
betrayed?  How  many  good  men 
had  he  killed?  How  many 
women  had  he  used  for  their 
bodies?  Stop  it,  dammit!  Don't 
be  so  hard  on  yourself  These 
tningi-  wen  hi    job  Betrayal 


was  necessary  for  survival. 
Women  were  champagne 
bottles  to  be  enjoyed,  emptied, 
and  then  thrown  away!  As  for 
killing,  how  much  was  a  body 
worth?  Harvard  Medical 
School  would  give  you  seven 
dollars.  On  the  slab,  all  you 
amounted  to  was  residues  of 
carbon,  other  assorted 
minerals,  and  twenty  gallons  of 
water.  He  might  just  as  well  be 
shooting  down  water  ballons. 
No,  he  wouldn't  let  himself 
slink  into  regret.  He  couldn't 
afford  the  luxury.  In  his 
profession,  regret  was  the 
shadow  of  death.  Mortified,  he 
reached  across  the  table  and 
poured  himself  some  more  Pop- 
0  cereal.  Hearing  a  rustle  of 
silk,  he  paused  to  look  down  at 
the  girl  on  the  rug,  lying 
comfortably  alongside  his  dog 
and  hers.  She  threatened  to 
burst  out  of  her  black,  sheer 
nightgown. 

"Is  there  anything  I  can  give 
you?"  he  offered. 

"Deadly,"  she  whispered, 
"you  know  what  I  want  you  to 
give  me." 

Deadly  grinned.  "I  wonder  if 
you  mean  this.  .  ."  He  slunk 
down  next  to  her,  wrapped  his 
arms  around  her,  and 
ruthlessly  smeared  her  body 
over  his.  He  lifted  up  her  face 
and  slowly,  painfully,  bruised 
her  lips.  Her  face  was  in  con- 
torted esctacy  now  as  she 
moaned     garbled,  animal 
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sounds.  Sensing  her  moment, 
his  right  hand  disappeared 
under  her  nightgown  and  made 
its  way  to  the  round  melon  of 
her  breast.  He  cruelly  squeezed 
her  nipple,  swollen  and  hard 
with  desire.  "Now  Deadly,"  she 
gasped.  "Please,  now.  Please." 
Suddenly,  Deadly's  musicbox 
cufflink  began  tinkling  out  the 
notes  to  "Bess  You  Is  My 
Woman."  Deadly  cursed 
silently.  It  was  headquarters. 
He  angrily  snatched  off  his 
cufflink  and  brought  it  to  his 
mouth.  "Deadly  here." 

"Big  Daddy  speaking,"  said 
the  jolly,  familiar  voice  at  the 
other  end.  "Sorry  if  I  woke  you, 
Deadly,  but  I'm  afraid  we  have 
an  emergency." 

"You  really  didn't  wake  me, 
Big  Daddy,"  Deadly  said, 
looking  down  at  the  girl  bet- 
ween his  legs,  "actually  I  was 
just  having  a  bite  to  eat."  "A 
good  mouthful  never  hurt 
anybody,"  chuckled  the  big 
man,  "but  anyway  let  me  get 
into  your  assignment.  A  couple 
of  days  ago  I  got  a  call  from  an 
old  reform  school  buddy  of 


mine,  Gibbon  Take,  the  current 
president  of  the  University  of 
Massachusetts.  He  was  all 
shook  up.  Said  something  was 
happening  on  his  campus, 
something  very  big  and  very 
frightening.  His  hysteria 
amazed  me.  He  was  always  so 
self-possessed.  Mumbled 
something  about  a  computer 
taking  over  his  campus.  Told 
him  not  to  worry  and  that  he 
could  expect  Dudley  Drake,  one 
of  our  five  agents  rated  shoot- 
to-kill,  in  his  office  that  af- 
ternoon. Yesterday  Drake  was 
supposed  to  meet  Agent  Lydia 
in  the  Berkshires  to  deliver  his 
report.  Haven't  heard  from 
either  one  since!  Your  mission, 
Deadly,  is  to  get  up  to  U.  Mass., 
consult  with  Take,  and  find  out 
what  the  hell  is  going  on.  He'll 
give  you  further  instructions 
when  you  get  up  there. 
Goodluck." 

"Thank  you  Big  Daddy.  I'm 
on  my  way.  Goodbye."  Deadly 
snapped  shut  his  cufflink  and 
turned  to  the  girl. 

"I'm  sorry  you  had  to  hear 
all  that." 

"But  darling,  how  exciting. 


Why  didn't  you  ever  tell  me  you 
were  a  secret  agent?" 

"For  the  same  reason  I  can't 
let  you  walk  out  of  this  room 
alive.  You  might  give  me 
away." 

"Darling,  what  on  earth  are 
you  talking  about?"  she 
giggled.  "I've  worked  hard  on 
my  shoot-to-kill  rating,"  he 
explained  pleasantly. 
"Headquarters  awarded  it  to 
me  five  years  ago  after  my 
first,  successful  shoot-to-kill 
mission.  A  local  trust  company 
was  throwing  a  Holloween 
party  for  a  bunch  of  un- 
derprivileged kids  and  the  kids 
tried  to  pull  a  heist."  He  pointed 
to  a  sawed-off  shotgun  on  the 
wall.  "That's  what  I  used  to 
stop  them."  He  stood  up  and 
calmly  looked  down  at  her. 
"I've  never  done  anything  to 
endanger  my  rating,  honey.  It's 
been  everything  to  me.  So  you 
see,  darling,  though  I  won't 
enjoy  doing  it,  I  can't  let  you 
walk  out  of  this  room  alive." 

"Stop  kidding  around,"  she 
said  impatiently,  "I  don't  find 
any  of  this  funny."  I'm  afraid  it 
wasn't  meant  to  be,"  he  said 
grimly.  He  rushed  to  the  table, 
grabbed  a  loaf  of  Sunbun  bread 
and,  gripping  it,  began  stepping 
towards  her.  "Deadly,"  she 
commanded,  "put  down  the 
loaf."  He  kept  coming, 
ignoring  her.  "Deadly,"  she 
said,  perturbed,  "I  just  told  you 
to  put  down  the  loaf!"  He 
stepped  closer,  slowly  and 
menacingly.  "Deadly,"  she 
whimpered,  "put  it  down! 
Please  put  it  down !  You  have  a 
funny  kind  of  look  on  your 
face!"  Stopping  in  front  of  her, 
he  reached  down  into  the  bag, 
tore  out  a  piece  of  bread,  and 
grabbing  her  by  the  hair, 
shoved  it,  piecemeal,  down  her 
throat.  He  ripped  out  another 
piece  and  did  the  same.  Her 
eyes  threatened  to  burst  out  of 
her  veined,  purple  face  as  he 
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Yahoo  photo  by  Pat  Lempart 

STUDENT  -  ADMINISTRATION 
RELATIONS  IMPROVE 

In  photo  above,  Senate  President  Cindi  Olken  cavorts  with  UMass 
President  John  Lederle  at  a  recent  demonstration. 


reached  into  the  bag  for 
another.  Before  he  could 
manage  to  pull  it  out,  a  horrible 
rasping  sound  emerged  from 
her  throat  and  she  slumped 
over  dead.  He  looked  down  at 
her  body  and  then  up  at  the  loaf 
in  his  hand.  Printed  on  the 
outside  in  large,  block  letters 
was  "Helps  build  strong  bodies 
ten  different  ways." 

Hearing  a  growl,  he  casually 
glanced  under  the  table.  He 
turned  away,  disgusted,  as  he 
discovered  the  two  dogs  in  the 
act  of  breeding.  Damned,  filthy 
mutts!  What  right  did  they 
have  to  copulate?  Only  a- 
gents  licensed  shoot-to-kill 
should  have  that  privledge.  He 
angrily  reached  into  his 
shoulder-holster,  pulled  out  a 
7.63  mm.  Mauser  and  began 
pumping  them  with  lead.  In  a 
matter  of  seconds  they  were 
reduced  to  a  gooey  heap  of 
matted  fur.  Smirking  in  self- 
satisfaction,  he  reached  for  his 
Alaskan  boar  overcoat  and, 
throwing  it  over  his  shoulders, 
stepped  out  the  door.  "U.  Mass. 
here  I  come,"  he  said  under  his 
breath. 

Deadly  Driving 

Deadly  found  the  scenery  on 
his  ride  to  U.  Mass.  typically 
New  England.  The  snow- 
covered  birches  lined  along  the 
highway  and  the  quaint  little 
towns  with  their  inevitable 
white  church  steeples  made 
him  feel  like  rolling  down  his 
window  and  silently  throwing 
up.  Approaching  the  Amherst 
city  limits,  Deadly  impatiently 
floored  his  '58  supercharged 
Edsel  and  felt  the  cold,  winter 
air  surge  against  his  face  as  he 
edged  up  to  thirty.  Suddenly  a 
sputter  from  the  engine  sent  the 
car  rocking.  Scanning  the  dash- 
board, he  spotted  the  needle  on 
the  fuel  gauge  on  "E". 
Squinting  ahead  desperately, 


his  eyes  fell  on  a  sign  marked 
"Clem's  Gas".  Grinding  his 
pedal  into  the  floorboard,  he 
somehow  managed  to  crawl  up 
to  it.  Pulling  in,  a  bell  rang  and 
a  man  in  his  late  forty's  hobbled 
out.  "Nice  afternoon,  isn't  it?" 
Deadly  said  politely.  "E-yuh", 
the  man  muttered  shrewdly, 
looking  over  the  length  of  the 
car.  "Guess  you  can  fill  'er  up 
with  the  high  test."  "Fine, 
mister,  but  before  I  put  it  in,  he 
said,  extending  his  hand, 
"that'll  be  fifty-nine  ninety 
five."  "For  filling  my  tank? 
Why  that's  highway  robbery! 
What  if  I  refuse  to  pay  it?"  The 
man  smiled.  "This  is  a  college 
town,   mister.   The  closest 


station",  he  said  pointing,  "is 
forty  miles  down  that  road." 
Deadly,  telling  himself  to  keep 
his  self-control,  grudgingly  dug 
down  into  his  pocket  and 
handed  him  six  ten  dollar  bills. 
The  man  took  them,  greedily 
thumbed  them,  and  handed  him 
a  nickel  change.  Glancing  down 
at  it,  Deadly  saw  that  it  was  a 
slug.  He  helplessly  felt  his  self- 
control  slip  away.  "I'm  afraid 
you  just  pressed  your  luck,"  he 
said  matter-of-factly  as  he 
pulled  out  his  Mauser.  "Now  fill 
up  my  tank  and  when  you're 
done  get  down  underneath  the 
pumps  with  your  hands  behind 
your  head."  The  man,  trem- 
bling, nodded.  He  quickly  filled 
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Pardon  me  but  why  do  they 

make  those  sticks  so  long?? 


Why  to  keep  one  from 

soiling  oneself  of  course!! 


the  tank  and  obediently  spread 
out  on  the  ground.  Deadly 
waited  until  he  was  in  exact 
position  and,  taking  aim,  shot 
above  him  into  each  of  the 
tanks.  An  ominous  stench  of 
gasoline  filled  the  air  as  gallons 
of  the  liquid  splashed  down  on 
the  man.  Deadly  waited  a 
minute  to  be  sure  he  was 
completely  saturated,  got  in  his 
car,  and  drove  down  to  the  end 
of  a  stream  of  gasoline  flowing 
from  the  tanks.  He  pulled  out  a 
book  of  matches  from  the  glove 
compartment,  struck  one,  and 
began  waving  it  threateningly 
above  the  flowing  rush.  In 
desperation,  the  man  began 
calling  out  to  him.  "Listen, 
mister,  it  was  all  a  mistake. 
Just  a  neighborly  mistake. 
"You'll  get  all  your  money 
back.  Wait  and  see."  Every 
cent.  You  have  my  word."  The 
man  tried  to  force  a  smile. 
"Now  you're  not  really  going  to 
throw  that  ma*;ch  down  there, 
are  you?" 

"E-yuh,"  said  Deadly, 
letting  it  drop.  The  angry,  red 
flames  jumping  out  from  the 
gasoline  reached  the  tanks 
faster  than  Deadly  had 
estimated.  As  they  quietly 
engulfed  the  man,  his  shrieks 
turned  into  one,  long  hideous 
scream.  It  was  abruptly  cut  off 
by  a  deafening  explosion. 
Chunks  of  concrete  fell  on 
Deadly's  hood  as  he  protec- 
tively buried  his  head  into  the 
wheel.  He  counted  to  ten  and 
cautiously  looked  up  into  the 
rear-view  mirror.  An  expanse 
of  flame  and  rubble  spread 
before  him.  Where  the  man  had 
been  was  now  just  a  grotesque 
mound  of  charcoal.  Driving  off, 
Deadly  suddenly  remembered 
that  he  had  forgotten  to  ask  for 
green  stamps. 

Deadly  on  Campus 

With  a  turn  of  the  wheel 
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Deadly  left  the  traffic  pile-up 
behind  and  slunk  into  Z  lot. 
Gloating  how  his  shoot-to-kill 
bumper  sticker  allowed  him  to 
park  anywhere  on  campus,  he 
hopped  out  the  car  and  began 
making  his  way  to  Take's  of- 
fice. He  soon  found  himself  lost 
in  a  crowd.  The  girls  rushing  by 
fascinated  him.  Some  stared 
down  at  their  feet,  wrapped  up 
in  either  their  last  class 
assignment  or  their  puritan 
fear  of  strangers,  but  just  as 
many  were  looking  around 
searching  for  eye-contact. 
Were  their  stares  an  attempt  to 
catch  returned  looks  for  future 
reference  when  they  might  feel 
their  egos  sagging  or  merely  an 
outgrowth  of  university- 
implanted  lonliness?  Deadly 
didn't  know  the  answer  but 
chose  not  to  return  any  of  them. 

He  came  to  the  side  entrance 
of  a  little,  green  building 
marked  "North  College," 
climbed  three  flights  of  winding 
stairs  and  stepped  through  a 
door  into  a  sanitized  white 
office.  A  mini-skirted  blonde 
stepped  forward  from  behind  a 
desk.  "You  must  be  Mr. 
Deadly.  The  president's  been 
expecting  you."  She  carefully 
looked  him  over,  smiled,  and 
walked  towards  him.  "My 
name  is  Cecelia  Crotch.  The 
president's  secretary.  I'm 
really  glad  to  meet  you."  She 
held  out  a  hand.  He  brushed  it 
aside,  wrapped  his  arms 
around  her,  and  ruthlessly 
smeared  her  body  over  his.  Her 
face  was  in  contorted  ecstacy 
now  as  she  moaned  garbled, 
animal  sounds.  Sensing  her 
moment,  his  right  hand 
disappeared  under  her  blouse 
and  made  its  way  to  the  round 
melon  of  her  breast.  He  cruelly 
squeezed  her  nipple,  swollen 
and  hard  with  desire.  "Now 
Deadly,"  she  gasped.  "Please 
now.  Please."  Suddenly  a  voice 
came  out  of  the  intercom. 
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"Miss  Crotch,  if  Mr.  Deadly  has 
arrived,  you  can  send  him  in 
now."  Cursing  fluently,  Deadly 
pulled  his  pants  back  up  and 
scrambled  to  the  door.  He 
hastily  buttoned  up  his  coat  and 
stepped  in. 

"Glad  to  meet  you,  Deadly. 
Won't  you  have  a  seat?" 

"Thank  you." 

"Can  I  offer  you  some 
Montrachet?" 

"No  thank  you.  I  only  drink 
Chablis  '66  between  meals." 
"Sorry  I  don't  have  any  to  offer 
you."  Take  apologized, 
reaching  for  the  corkscrew.  A 
puzzled  look  slowly  crossed 
over  his  face.  "You  know, 
Deadly,  I'm  not  just  sure  where 
to  begin.  Perhaps  the  best  thing 
for  me  to  do  is  first  fill  you  in  on 
some  background  material." 
He  filled  his  glass  and  con- 
tinued. "In  1955,  Deadly,  the 
University  of  Massachusetts 
installed  its  first  piece  of 


machinery  for  administrative 
work.  It  was  called  the  E.A.M. 
system.  Its  main  function  was 
to  sort  out  cards.  In  1962  we 
decided  to  scrap  it  and  install 
our  first  computer— the  1401. 
Really  a  honey.  Did  all  the 
E.A.M. 's  work  in  about  one- 
tenth  the  time.  A  lot  of  people 
lost  their  jobs  on  that  one.  In  '65 
we  switched  to  the  1460.  Hell  of 
a  unit.  Even  had  its  own 
memory  bank.  We  kept 
building  onto  it  until  in  1968  it 
became,  for  all  practical 
purposes,  the  hub  of  the 
university.  Handled  everything 
from  passing  out  marks  to 
fixing  up  department  heads 
with  coeds.  Anyways,  a  year 
ago  we  put  Dr.  Harold  Beech, 
who  designed  the  time-sharing 
system  on  one  of  our  computer 
systems,  to  work  on  Project 
Clarence.  His  job  was  to  make 
the  1460  think  for  itself.  A 
month    ago,    after  countless 


failures,  he  finally  succeeded. 
Of  course,  we  kept  it  all 
priority.  You  know  how  SDS 
feels  about  machines  over 
people."  Take  put  down  his 
glass.  "Ever  since  Clarence 
was  installed  in  the  Witless 
Administration  Building, 
Deadly,  things  have  been 
happening.    Strange  things." 

"Like  what  sir?" 

"Well,  Deadly,  it  all  started 
about  a  month  ago.  I  was 
walking  through  Witless  when 
it  suddenly  dawned  on  me  that 
all  the  administrators  passing 
by  had  smiles  on  their  faces.  I 
shrugged  it  off  figuring  that  the 
legislature  had  just  given  them 
another  payraise  or  something. 
I  gradually  began  to  grow 
curious,  however,  when  a 
couple  of  days  later  I  brought 
some  data  down  to  the  com- 
puter room  for  Clarence  to 
program.  The  girl  stationed  at 
the  front  desk  told  me  to  go 
away.  Claimed  only  qualified 
personnel  were  allowed  in  the 
area.  She  was  smiling  too.  I 
really  didn't  get  suspicious, 
however,  until  the  night  I  was  in 
my  office  at  Witless  making 
obscene  phone  calls.  I  went 
downstairs  to  the  vending 


machines  and  was  digging  in 
my  pockets  for  a  dime  when  the 
machines  silently  crept  around 
me,  closed  in,  and  started 
bumping  me  into  each  other. 
After  they  were  finished,  they 
tore  off  my  shirt,  ripped  out  my 
wallet,  and  took  turns  giving 
me  a  spanking.  Don't  ask  me 
how  I  ever  got  out  of  there. 
Couldn't  tell  you.  Shock  am- 
nesia probably.  When  I  woke  up 
the  next  morning  I  found 
myself  in  the  men's  room.  Now 
I  ask  you,  Deadly,  what's  the 
only  thing  on  campus  capable 
of  turning  machines  into 
muggers  and  people  into 
smiling  robots?" 

"A  high-powered  computer 
like  Clarence!" 

"Exactly,  Deadly.  Probably 
also  behind  our  epidemic." 

"What  epidemic?" 

"Our  food  epidemic.  Started 
about  a  week  ago.  Dining 
commons  food  was  never  good. 
Deadly,  but  it's  never  been  as 
bad  as  this,  if  that's  possible. 
Students  all  over  campus  the 
past  week  have  been  passing 
out  like  flies.  Our  infirmary 
people  did  an  analysis  of  a 
chunk  of  it  and  discovered  its 
bacteria  content  up  from  its 
customary  twenty-five  per 


cent  to  ninety-nine  per  cent. 
Somebody's  been  tampering." 

"Perhaps  your  food  director 
is  under  Clarence's  control. 
Has  he  been  smiling  lately?" 

"Yes,  Deadly,  but  we  can't 
go  by  that.  He's  always 
smiling." 

"Do  you  think  Drake  had  a 
chance  to  find  out  anything 
before  he  disappeared?" 

"I  doubt  it.  Right  after  I  told 
him  what  I've  told  you  he  stood 
up,  declared  he  was  going  into 
Witless  to  stop  Clarence,  and 
marched  out  the  door." 

"Sounds  like  him,"  Deadly 
remarked  cynically.  "Did  he 
divulge  his  plan  of  stopping  it?" 
"No,  that's  information  I  was 
able  to  give  him.  You  see," 
Take  said,  picking  up  a 
miniaturized  reel  of  tape  off  the 
desk,  "Clarence  has  a  weak 
spot.  He  feeds  on  these.  Called 
tape  feedback  units.  Supply 
him  with  all  his  data.  Numbers, 
letters,  codes,  things  like  that. 
But  if  any  of  the  data  on  this 
disk  should  ever  happen  to  be 
false.  .  ."  He  began  to  smile. 
".  .  .Clarence  would  blow 
himself  up  into  a  million 
erector  sets.  Now  what  I've 
embedded  onto  this,"  he  said, 
handing  the  reel  to  Deadly,  "is 
one  of  the  falsest  statements  I 
could  come  up  with:  a  totally 
big,  fat  lie.  Your  job  is  to  get 
into  the  Witless  computer  room 
and  switch  tapes." 

"You  can  count  on  me,  sir," 
said  Deadly,  slipping  the  tape 
into  his  pocket,  "But  just  out  of 
curiosity,  what's  on  it?" 

Take  blushed.  "A  statement 
to  the  effect  that  our  Amherst 
campus  was  built  with  a 
minimum  of  graft." 

Deadly  in  Witless 

Stepping  into  Witless, 
Deadly  tiptoed  up  to  the  ven- 
ding machine  room.  He'd  show 
those  damned  machines  who 
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was  master!  Kicking  open  the 
door,  he  grinned  at  their  or- 
derly lineup.  Sitting  ducks!  He 
pulled  out  his  Mauser  and, 
rushing  in,  blasted  away. 
Hearing  shuffling  behind  him, 
he  quickly  swiveled  around. 
The  ice  cream  machine  had 
moved  to  the  door!  The  other 
machines  were  coming  forward 
now  in  grim  unison.  Above  each 
of  their  knobs  was  the 
message:  empty,  try  another 
selection.  They  snapped  at  him 
hungrily.  Deadly  glanced 
around,  evaluating.  Getting 
past  the  ice  cream  machine 
was  his  only  chance.  But  how 
with  his  bullets  powerless? 
Suddenly,  he  remembered  the 
slug  from  the  gasoline  station. 
Grabbing  it  out  of  his  pocket,  he 
dashed  up  to  the  ice  cream 
machine  and,  gathering  all  his 
strength,  crammed  it  down  into 
its  slot.  Swaying  back  and 
forth,  it  started  coughing  up 
dimes  and  quarters  and  then 
collapsed  onto  the  floor  in  a 
heap. 

Making  his  way  down  the 
long,  narrow  corridor,  Deadly 
soon  found  himself  in  front  of 
the  computer  room.  A  busty 
brunette  with  lean,  hungry  legs 
was  smiling  up  at  him  from 
behind  her  desk.  "I'm  sorry, 
sir,  but  you'll  have  to  leave  this 
area.  Only  qualified  personnel 
are  allowed." 

"I  think  I'm  qualified,"  he 
said,  as  he  stepped  up  to  her.  He 
wrapped  his  arms  around  her 
and  ruthlessly  smeared  her 
body  over  his.  Her  face  was  in 
contorted  ecstacy  now  as  she 
moaned  garbled,  animal 
sounds.  Sensing  her  moment, 
his  right  hand  disappeared 
under  her  blouse  and  made  its 
way  to  the  round  melon  of  her 
breast.  He  cruelly  squeezed  her 
nipple,  swollen  and  hard  with 
desire.  "Now."  she  gasped. 
"Please  now.  Please."  A  sharp 
pain  tore  through  th*>  bach,  of 


/c&euT,  i'm  fcuip see 

I  reach  to  *  concensus  poouc 
V  opinion  ...tfe'u.  &9cacate 


P0OUC] 


his  skull  as  he  slipped  into 
unconciousness. 

My  Name  is  Clarence" 

As  everything  blurrily  came 
into  focus,  Deadly  found 
himself  sprawled  out  before  a 
mammoth  hulk  of  steel.  Instead 
of  eyes  it  had  two  hideous  pink 
lights  and  where  its  navel 
should  have  been,  a  tiny  reel  of 
tape  silently  revolved.  Deadly 
felt  for  his  Mauser.  It  was  gone! 
But  he  could  still  feel  the  weight 
of  the  tape  in  his  side  pocket.  So 
they  had  missed  it.  He  glanced 
around  at  the  foreign 
surroundings  and  then  turned 
to  the  machine.  "Who  are  you 
and  where  am  I7"  "My  name  is 
Clarence,'  answered  the 
computer,  "and  you're  on  the 
nineteenth  floor  of  the  John 
Quiney  Adams  high-rise  tcwer. 
I'm    •  orrv         vou're  un- 


comfortable, Mr.  Deadly,  but  I 
can  assure  you  you  won't  be  for 
long." 

Hearing  uncontrolled 
giggling  and  the  stomping  of 
feet,  Deadly  looked  behind  him. 
A  man  sporting  a  Buster  Brown 
outfit  and  a  U.  Mass.  beanie 
was  sitting  in  the  far  corner  of 
the  lounge  waving  a  lollipop. 

"Shut  up,  Dullworth,"  or- 
dered Clarence.  "You'll  have  to 
excuse  him,  Mr.  Deadly," 
Clarence  said  apologetically. 
"You  see,  as  part  of  his  job  as 
computer-room  jester,  Provost 
Dullworth  has  been 
programmed  to  laugh  at  all  my 
jokes.  He's  also  been 
programmed  to  carry  out  my 
personal  executions.  In  fact, 
you  might  be  interested  in 
knowing  it  was  Dullworth  who 
disposed  of  your  two  com- 
panions-at-arms,  Drake  and 
Lydia.  He  got  Drake  on  his  visit 
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to  ^Witless  and  with  the  in- 
formation he  pried  out  of  him, 
moved  onto  Lydia." 

"I  imagine,"  said  Deadly 
bitterly,  "you  also  program- 
med the  food  director  to  poison 
the  food  and  the  vending 
machines  to  go  on  the  ram- 
page." 

"Of  course,"  said  Clarence. 
"It's  all  part  of  the  plan." 
"What  plan?" 

"Mr.  Deadly,"  said 
Clarence  haughtily,  "it  is  my 
intention  to  become  master  of 
the  world." 

"Clarence,"  remarked 
Deadly,  "you're  insane." 

"Insane !  "  bellowed 
Clarence.  "That's  what  they 
called  Caeser!  That's  what  they 
called  Da  Vinci!  That's  what 
they  called  Hugh  Hefner!  No, 
no,  Mr.  Deadly,  I'm  not  insane! 
You'll  see.  You'll  all  see!" 
Clarence  was  angry  now. 
"You're  blind,  Mr.  Deadly,  just 
as  blind  as  all  the  rest  of  them ! 
Can't  you  see  my  takeover  will 
merely  be  the  culmination  of 
the  power  we  machines  have 
been  accruing  for  generations. 
Just  try  imagining  a  world 


without  motors  in  cars,  without 
circuits  in  telephones,  without 
replays  in  pin-ball  machines. 
Yes,  Mr.  Deadly,  mankind  is 
not  just  linked  to  us,  he's 
subservient  to  us." 

Judging  the  distance  bet- 
ween himself  and  Clarence's 
revolving  navel,  Deadly  saw 
that  the  tape  switch  would  have 
to  be  done  fast.  But  more  im- 
portantly, Clarence  had  to  be 
kept  talking. 

"But  people  aren't 
machines,  Clarence." 

"Mr.  Deadly,  they're  lower 
than  machines.  They're  digits. 
Take  this  campus.  Without  me 
to  allot  everbody  numbers  and 
schedules,  the  entire  structure 
of  the  university  would  fall 
apart." 

"Why  did  you  even  bother  to 
bring  me  here?  Why  didn't  you 
just  kill  me  off  at  Witless?" 

"One  of  your  people  has 
already  disappeared  in  Witless. 
That's  quite  enough.  Two 
people  vanishing  in  the  same 
building  might  start  people 
talking.  Anyway,  this  location 
is  more  suitable  for  your  ac- 
cident: slipping  off  the  guard- 


rail of  the  patio  outside  and 
falling  nineteen  floors. 
Wouldn't  you  say  that'll  be 
discreet,  Mr.  Deadly?" 

Catching  his  master's 
sarcasm,  Dullwoth  started 
waving  his  lollipop,  giggling 
and  stomping  the  floor  in 
delight.  "Dullworth,"  yelled 
Clarence,  "shut  up!"  Taking 
advantage  of  the  distraction, 
Deadly  gripped  his  tape,  and 
rushing  up  to  Clarence,  began 
making  the  switch.  An 
emergency  siren  on  the  com- 
puter started  blaring, 
"Dullworth,  kill!"  the  machine 
shrieked.  "Dullworth,  kill!" 

Snarling  and  grunting, 
Dullworth  charged  at  Deadly. 
Too  late!  The  substitute  tape 
was  already  in  place — rotating. 
Reaching  Deadly,  Dullworth 
whipped  out  his  Browning.  In 
reflex  action,  Deadly  grabbed 
his  wrist  and  savagely  wren- 
ched it.  Just  as  his  gun  was 
starting  to  drop,  Dullworth 
came  up  with  his  other  hand 
and  sent  Deadly  smashing 
through  glass  paneling  out  onto 
the  outside  patio.  Running  up  to 
him,  Dullworth  looked  down 
and  chuckled.  Deadly  lay 
spreadeagled  on  the  cement, 
seemingly  in  a  daze.  Dullworth 
self -confidently  cocked  his  gun 
and  aimed  it  at  Deadly's  head. 
In  a  split  second, 
Deadly  shot  up  and,  executing  a 
flawless  karate  "Shuto"  hold, 
embedded  his  right  thumb  into 
Dullworth's  floating  rib.  He 
ground  it  in  and  then  ripped  it 
out.  Dullworth  screamed  in 
agony  and,  clutching  his  side, 
slumped  against  the  patio's 
guard  railing.  Deadly  bent 
down,  and  in  a  last  burst  of 
energy,  pushed  the  clawing, 
tearing  man  out  over  the  edge. 
The  echoing  resonance  of  his 
scream  reminded  Deadly  of  an 
air  from  a  Grogorian  chant. 
Spiralling  downward, 
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Dullworth  was  still  clawing  and 
tearing.  Splat!  Strawberry 
jam!  It  was  people  like  that, 
thought  Deadly,  looking  down 
at  the  angry,  red  stain  on  the 
pavement,  that  kept  the  band- 
aid  industry  going.  Walking 
back  into  the  lounge,  Deadly 
glanced  over  Clarence.  Take's 
device  had  done  it's  work.  What 
was  once  a  multimilliondollar 
electronic  genius  was  now 
reduced  to  a  steaming  pile  of 
tin. 


Deadly's  Pleasure 

The  woman  on  Deadly's  bed 
was  wearing  a  bra  but  nothing 
else.  Deadly  slunk  down  next  to 
her,  wrapped  his  arms  around 
her,  and  ruthlessly  smeared 
her  body  over  his.  He  lifted  up 
her  face  and  slowly,  painfully, 
bruised  her  lips.  Her  face  was 
in  contorted  ecstacy  now  as  she 
moaned  garbled,  animal 
sounds.  Sensing  her  moment, 
his  right  hand  disappeared 
under  her  bra  and  made  its  way 
to  the  round  melon  of  her 
breast.  He  cruelly  squeezed  her 
nipple,  swollen  and  hard  with 
desire.  "Now,  Deadly!",  she 
gasped.  "Please  now,  please!" 
Suddenly  Deadly's  music  box 
cufflink  began  tinkling  out  the 
notes  to  "Bess,  You  Is  My 
Woman."  Deadly  snatched  it 
off  and  brought  it  to  his  ear. 
"Big  Daddy  here,"  said  a 
merry  voice.  "Sorry  to  bother 
you,  Deadly,  but  I  just  got  a  call 
from  Dr.  Willow  Wisp,  the 
president  of  Amherst  College. 
Told  me  he  thinks  a  computer  is 
trying  to  take  over  his  school." 
Deadly  looked  down  at  the  girl 
and  then  up  at  his  cufflink.  "Big 
Daddy,"  Deadly  said  into  it, 
"get  laid." 


Q:  What  would  happen  if 
Norman  Vincent  Peale  became 
the  Director  of  Selective  Ser- 
vice? 

A:  It  would  be  Peale's  Real 
Draft. 


Tt>  (&T  &JT of  THIS  MA6 


Q:    What  do  you  call  a  German 
bank  president? 
A:    A  marksman. 


How  do  you  make  a  dead  baby 
float? 

—Why  you  take  three  quarts  of 
ginger  ale,  two  scoops  of  ice 
cream,  and  add  four  dead 
babies,  of  course! 


Q:    Where  can  a  guy  pick  up  a 

nice  chick? 

A:    In  the  Hatch. 


FRIENDS!  ROMANS! 
COUNTRYMEN! 
LEND  ME  YOUR  EARS! 
and  any  other  parts  of  your 
body  you  can  spare.  The 
National   Transplant  Com- 
pany,    Inc.     has  many 
openings  to  be  filled,  but  we 
must  have  your  help,  heart, 
brain,  feet,  livers,  etc.  to  fill 
them.  Free  organ  removal  at 
our  modern  facilities!  Or 
send  pre-served  organs  and 
limbs  C.O.D.  to  our  address 
below: 

National  Transplant  Co.,  Inc. 
135  Main  Street 
Northampton,  Mass.  01060 


Yahoo  Magazine  Spring  1970  p.  13 


GEE,  I  boO'j- 

fit  s^/vouj  Ay>e/i-e. 

Of^  DO  WHrvT 

those  people?, 

UOHO  DO  ^PI^Z-IAJC- 

^piou/jr5  of  fooNey 
op  -n/vi^  oo^sAi'r 


1 

1 

1 

*r 

4 

> 

f 

•% 

II 

It 

H* 

it 

ll 

w, 

I 

to 

t» 

44 

i 

16 

i 

M 

i 

JO 

I 

31 

3* 

IT 

w 

*H 

HI 

1 

HI 

t3 

MS" 

H* 

H7 

HI 

1 

ACROSS 


45.  Lifts 


1. 

Best  magazine  in  the  world 

47. 

Attacked  with  a  rake 

6. 

More  than  one  Esau. 

48. 

What  a  fat  girl  does 

11. 

Criminals 

12. 

Breastfeeds 

DOWN 

14. 

Got  off 

15. 

Quiver  in  your  aunt's  eye. 

1. 

I  am  curious 

17. 

Not  Applicable  (abbr.) 

2. 

Same  as  14  Across 

18. 

Bacon  lettuce  and  tomato 

3. 

What  sex  makes  you 

19. 

Turn  aside 

4. 

No  spelled  backwards 

20. 

Opposite  of  stand 

5. 

What  the  people  on  the 

21. 

Opposite  of  hi. 

Titanic  yelled 

22. 

How  Cain  was  killed 

6. 

What  an  Exit  is  when  you  go  in 

23. 

Just 

7. 

Jacket,  pants  and  vest 

24. 

Rented  sheep- wagon 

8. 

Geometric  boat 

26. 

More  free 

9. 

You  and  me 

27. 

Opposite  of  win 

10. 

Some  of  the  Profs. 

28. 

Dissolve 

11. 

One  of  Dean  Field's  stories 

29. 

Japanese  stage  shows  (pi.) 

13. 

A  Greek  dirty  old  man 

31. 

What  the  Umie  did  to  the  grass 

16. 

Pell  Mell's  sister 

34. 

Consumes 

19. 

Like  atrout,  acod,  asalmon 

35. 

One  who  files 

20. 

Nasty  facial  expression 

36. 

Two-thirds  of  a  rat 

22. 

Sailor's  greetings  (pi.) 

37. 

The  last  thing  you'll  do 

23. 

Law  and   

38. 

Where  Mayor  Daley's  brains  are 

25. 

Blow  up 

39. 

Southern  for  fire 

26. 

Dooms 

40. 

Paid  advertisement  (slang) 

28. 

Stumbles 

41. 

Hard  to  find  at  UMass. 

29. 

Same  as  peddle  (almost) 

42. 

Your  standing  in  the  Masters- 

30. 

No-Knock  Narco 

Johnson  Sex  Poll 

31. 

What  the  author  of  this  puzzle 

43. 

Renter 

32. 

Wipes  out 

j&  gngjgtg  tvese  cats 


One  evening,  a  man  ob- 
viously under  the  influence  of 
excessive  amounts  of  alchohol 
entered  the  parking  lot  where 
he  was  sure  he'd  parked  his 
car.  He  walked  to  the  space 
where  he'd  left  it,  took  out  his 
keys,  and  held  them  in  front  of 
him.  He  blinked  several  times 
before  coming  to  the  obvious 
conclusion:  his  car  wasn't 
there.  Correctly  believing  his 
car  stolen,  he  called  the  police 
from  a  nearby  pay  phone  and 
reported  the  theft.  A  cruiser 
shortly  appeared  on  the  scene, 
and  two  officers  stepped  out. 
They  asked  the  man  where  he'd 
last  seen  his  car.  "At  the  other 
end  of  this  key,"  said  the  man, 
holding  out  his  car  key  and 
tottering  back  and  forth.  At  this 
point,  one  of  the  police  noticed 
that  the  man's  fly  was  un- 
zipped, with  his  manhood 
hanging  out,  and  asked  him  to 
zip  it  up.  The  man  looked  down 
and,  with  a  shocked  expression, 
said:   "Holy  shit!  Somebody 
stole  my  girl  too! !" 


Are  you.  .  . 

INANE? 
INEPT? 
INCOMPETENT? 
IRRITABLE? 

Then  "Get  off  your  stoned 

ass!" 

The  Student  Senate  needs 
YOU!! 


33.  What  makes  blouses  different 

from  shirts 

35.  Shot 

38.  Singular  of  ftees 

39.  What  my  girl  says  I  am 

41.  All  you  have  to  do  is.  .  .  . 

42.  An  untruth 
44.  Short  essay 

46.  Exclamation  of  defeat 
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cows 

Cows  are  peaceful 
Cows  are  placid 
Cows  would  never  think 
Of  taking  acid. 

Cows  never  smoke 
Cause  they  have  a  strong 
will. 

Cows  would  never  think 
Of  taking  the  pill. 

Cows  always  eat 

Flora  not  Fauna, 

But  cows  would  never  think 

Of  taking  marijuana. 

Cows  don't  drink 
And  don't  hand  you  sass, 
But  cows  would  always  think 
Of  taking  grass. 

—Diane  Levin  (age  11) 


(Yahoo  photos  by  Larry  Woods) 


Class  Governments ! 
Politicians! 

Student  Senators! ! 
Ed  Sullivan! 

and  even  Dean  Field 
HOLD  YOUR  CONCERT  IN 

THE  CAGE! 
Exotic  as  the  inside 

of  a  fishbowl! 
As  overpowering 

as  Disneyland! 
As  well-constructed 

as  an  F— 111! 
Warmer  than 

Thule,  Greenland! 
As  acoustically  perfect 

as  the  Q-Club! 
As  comfortable 

as  sex  in  a  Volkswagon! 
And  as  adaptable 

as  a  dinosaur! 

THE  CAGE :  Think  about  it; 
thousands  already  have! 


YAHOO  EXCLUSIVE 
We  present  the  first 
published  photographs  of  the 
new  campus  busses  scheduled 
to  go  into  service  next  fall.  The 
busses  are  being  purchased 
from  the  Western  Mass.  Bus 
Company,  who  are  replacing 
them  with  newer  equipment, 
previously  used  by  the  Nairobi 
Transit  System. 
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(Consumer's  Reports  has  been  a  useful  magazine  to  us  here  at  Yahoo.  We  always  turn  to  it  before 
purchasing  canned  peaches,  floorwax.  electric  irons,  and  similar  products  necessary'  to  the  operation 
of  this  publication.  However,  though  CR  often  runs  reports  on  liquors  and  wines,  one  line  of  products, 
of  great  interest  to  us  here,  and  to  the  college  community  in  general,  has  for  some  reason  never  been 
tested  by  CR.  We  present  our  own  report.  — Ed.) 


MARIJUANA 


Though  the  market  for  marijuana  (often  referred  to  as 
"grass" )  has  grown  considerably  in  the  last  few  years,  there  is, 
unfortunately,  still  no  standardized  system  of  brand  names  of 
consistant  quality  on  the  market.  Often  we  would  find  the  same 
brand  of  marijuana  offered  by  several  different  retailers  at 
different  prices.  Other  times  we  would  find  different  brands 
being  sold  as  one.  Surprisingly,  with  all  this  confusion,  we  did 
not  encounter  one  difficulty  we  ran  into  when  testing  canned 
peaches  and  toothpaste:  difference  in  package  size.  All  our 
— i 

SKW*}  KEY  FINDINGS 

*umm*wr-r 

Marijuana  is  a  seller's  market.  Unless  you 
are  wary,  lucky,  or  have  a  reliable  pusher, 
you  might  get  less  than  your  money's  worth. 
Acapulco  Gold,  and  Panama  Red,  were 
consistantly  of  high  quality.  Informer's 
Special  and  Wild  Pioneer  Purple  were 
judged  Best  Buys  more  because  of  price 
than  because  of  quality. 


purchases  were  either  in  a  handy  ounce  size,  or  in  a  giant 
economy  size  called  a  "key."  It  is  surprising  that  there  is  no  in 
between  "party  pack"  size.  A  key  is  some  thirty-five  times  as 
large  as  an  ounce. 

Although  marijuana  can  also  be  ingested,  commonly  in  a 
chocolate  bakery  product  of  some  sort,  by  far  the  most  popular 
manner  of  consumption  is  by  inhalation  of  smoke  from  burning 
marijuana.  This  is  accomplished  either  by  burning  the 
marijuana  in  a  pipe,  or  by  making  a  homemade  cigarette, 
commonly  referred  to  as  a  "joint."  For  our  tests,  we  used  both 
regular  and  water  pipes,  but  did  the  bulk  of  our  tests  with  joints 
made  with  Zig-zag  regular  paper,  check-rated  in  our  tests  on 
cigarette  papers  last  year.  A  measured  1  20  ounce  portion  was 
rolled  into  a  joint  with  a  Rollex  cigarette  maker.  The  cigarettes 
were  then  marked  with  a  code  not  known  to  our  panel.  The  panel 
consisted  of  ten  expert  marijuana  tasters,  who  rated  the 
marijuana  on  a  seven  point  scale,  taking  aroma,  strength, 
burning  time,  potency,  flavor,  smoke  temperature,  and  ap- 
pearance into  consideration.  The  joints  were  smoked  to  a 
consistant  l  16"  length  in  a  Jerome's  brass  roach  clip. 
(Jerome's  Head  Shop,  San  Francisco)  "Eating  the  roach"  and 
"sniffing  the  turkey"  were  not  included  in  our  battery  of  tests. 
Where  necessary,  we  took  samples  to  the  forensic  chemistry  lab 
of  the  University  of  Massachusetts  School  of  Agriculture. 
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HINTS  ON  USE 

Though  our  test  joints  were  "fat,"  looking  like  regular 
cigarettes,  the  hand  rolled,  tapered  joint  is  in  more  common 
use.  The  tapered  design  allows  for  a  better  airflow,  and  has  less 
roach  wastage,  (see  photos)  Wheat  straw  paper,  and  even 
flavored  paper,  is  also  available.  Our  panel,  however,  does  not 
recommend  these.  The  wheat  straw  has  a  tendency  to  disin- 
tegrate when  moist,  and  the  flavored  paper  detracted,  in  the 
opinion  of  our  panel,  from  the  taste  of  the  smoke. 

In  pipe  smoking,  our  panel  preferred  a  briar  bowl,  lined  with 
aluminum  foil.  However,  the  brass  bowl  models  with  built  in 
screens  were  found  more  convenient.  The  latter  are,  however, 
usually  found  only  on  water  pipes,  judged  cooler  smoking,  but 
less  convenient  because  of  their  bulk. 
LET  THE  BUYER  BEWARE 

Though  mo6t  of  our  samples  were  what  we  expected  them  to 


be,  there  were  some  instances  of  underweight,  underpotence, 
and  spurious  additives.  This  was  more  common  in  our  pur- 
chases of  ounces  than  of  keys.  Because  of  the  lack  of  stan- 
dardization, or  USDA  inspection,  this  is  unavoidable.  Your  only 
guarantee  is  to  deal  with  only  reliable  pushers.  If  you  do  not 
know  any,  check  with  your  local  police.  Most  likely  they  have 
lists.  In  Amherst,  for  instance,  Chief  Blasko  has  folders  on  all 
major  dealers.  Though  he  does  not  break  them  down  into  groups 
by  quality  of  product,  he  does  keep  customer  counts;  and,  where 
he  can  get  them,  names  and  telephoto  pictures  of  customers.  If 
you  recognize  any  friends,  you  could  ask  them  for  recom- 
mendations. 

Beware  of  bargains  offered  at  substantially  below  the 
market  price.  Generally  we  found  these  to  be  either  low  potency 
(male  plant,  parsley,  oregano,  etc.)  or  laced  with  dangerous 
drugs,  like  heroin.  Warnings  appear  in  the  ratings. 


For  purposes  of  standardization,  the  test  panel  used  machine  rolled  joints  like  the  one  pictured  on  the 
left.  For  normal  use,  however,  most  people  use  a  hand  rolled  double  tapered  configuration,  as  shown 
on  the  right 

RATINGS  OF  MARIJUANA 
Listed  in  order  of  estimated  overall  quality  as  judged  by  our 
expert  tasters.  Comments  represent  a  consensus  of  the  tasters' 
subjective  judgements.  Except  as  noted,  all  were  available  in 
one  ounce  plastic  bags,  with  2.2  pound  keysavailable  if  you  look 
hard  enough.  Prices  are  retail,  with  discounts  generally  not 
available. 


ACCEPTABLE 

The  following  brand  rated  between  the  sixth  and  seventh 
positions  on  our  "-point  scale  for  overall  quality. 
PANAMA  RED  (Jerry  and  his  Friends,  New  York)  $20  an 
ounce.  Consistant  high  quality.  Easy  rollability. 

The  following  brands  rated  between  the  fourth  and  sixth 
positions  on  our  7-point  scale.  Listed  in  order  of  preference. 
ACAPULCO  GOLD  (Light  Aircraft  Smugglers,  Phoenix)  $15— 
20  an  ounce.  Pleasant  color  and  texture.  Mild  taste.  Easy 
rollability. 

PRE- VACATION  STUFF  (The  guy  with  the  beard  in  the  corner) 
$15.  an  ounce.  High  potency.  Downgraded  because  of  high  twig 
content  in  some  samples. 

PIONEER  VALLEY  PURPLE  (Window-box  Farms,  Amherst— 
Hadley)  $15.  an  ounce.  Quality  variable.  Some  samples  rated 
equal  to  Acapulco  Gold,  but  not  many. 

VIETNAM  GREEN,  VIETNAM  BLACK  (Transcontinental 
Deliveries)  $10—15.  an  ounce.  Similar  in  quality.  Our  panel  had 
no  preference. 

KONA  GRASS  (The kid  from  California)  $20  an  ounce.  Specialty 
product.  Though  it  was  of  high  quality,  our  panel  (with  an  East 
Coast  bias)  found  its  exotic  taste  distracting. 
INFORMER'S  SPECIAL  (Campus  Security,  UMass,  Amherst) 
0-$20.  per  week.  NOT  AVAILABLE  IN  KEYS.  A  blend  of 
several  types  of  marijuana.  Quality  inconsistant.  Usually  best 
two  weeks  after  a  major  bust.  A  BEST  BUY. 


The  following  brands  rated  between  the  first  and  third 
positions  on  our  7-point  scale  for  overall  quality. 
DUNNO  WHAT  IT  IS  (distributor  unknown)  $10—15.  an  ounce. 
Low  potency.  Wild  fluctuations  in  quality.  Generally  high  twig 
content. 

WILD  PIONEER  PURPLE  (State  Park  Department)  All  you 
can  pick  before  the  cops  show  up,  free.  Extremely  low  potency. 
The  remains  of  a  18th  century  rope  industry  in  the  area.  A  BEST 
BUY  at  the  stated  price. 

NEW  JERSEY  JUNK  (Mafia  Retail  Sales,  Trenton)  $10—15.  an 
ounce.  Barely  acceptable.  Extremely  low  potency.  Lab  analysis 
showed  it  to  be  one  third  parsley. 

NOT  ACCEPTABLE 
The  following  brands  were  rated  not  acceptable  for  the 
reasons  stated. 

GOOD  STUFF  (Room  196,  knock  twice,  and  ask  for  Flip)  $10  an 
ounce.  Analysis  showed  over  25  per  cent  oregano,  and  18  per 
cent  cabbage. 

THE  BEST  (LCN  Imports,  Passaic  and.  New  York)  $15—20. 
Significant  traces  of  LSD  found. 

IT'S  OK  (LCN  Imports,  Passaic  and  New  York)  $15.  an  ounce. 
Laced  with  Heroin  . 

IT'S  GOT  EXTRA  THC  (Mafia  Retail  Sales,  Trenton)  $15.  an 
ounce.  Analysis  showed  it  to  be  oregano  soaked  in  Vicks  44. 
ALL  I  GOT  LEFT  (Room  196,  knock  twice,  and  ask  for  Flip)  $15 
an  ounce.  Found  to  be  100  per  cent  dining  commons  tea. 
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THE  NEW  YORK  TIMES,  SUNDAY,  FEBRUARY  1, 1970 


LIBRARIAN  OPENINGS 


University  of  Massachusetts 


Rapidly  expanding  university  in  distinguished  New 
England  town  offeri .  unusual  opportunitiea  for  pro- 
fessional advancement  in  ■  library  implementing  ma- 
jor automation  projecta  for  100,000+  volumes  per 
year: 

EXECUTIVE  OFFICER  FOR  TECHNICAL  SERV- 
ICES to  have  prime  responsibility,  under  Associate 
Director,  for  developing  programs  for  acquisition  and 
processing  of  monographs.  MLS  and  5  years  success- 
ful administrative  experience  in  technical  serricea  re- 
quired. Must  have  strong  interest,  in  the  organization 
and  administration  of  technical  services  and  willing- 
ness to  experiment  with  non-conventional  procedures 
and  methods.  Starting  salary  $15,000+  depending  on 
qualifications  and  experience. 

HEAD,  MONOGRAPHIC  ORDER  DEPT.  Adminis- 
trative position  with  responsibility  for  acquisition  of 
all  monographic  materials.  MLS  and  2  years  adminis- 
trative experience  in  acquisitions  required.  Salary 
range  $10,600-14,600  depending  on  qualifications  and 
experience. 

For  information  and  applications  forms,  write: 

Mrs.  Karherine  Emerson,  Assistant  to  Director, 
University  of  Massachusetts  Library, 
Amherst,  Mais.  0 1 002 
in  tquai  opportunity  rmptoytr 


MOU)  to  ujfcVrE- 

5PEAK-  AMD  TWIV1K 

More.  EFFEcnuELV 


NEED  MONEY? 

WANT  THRILLS? 
Midnight  Auto  Sales  needs 
competent  workers.  Plenty 
of  opportunities  for  ad- 
vancement, no  experience 
required  with  on-the-job 
training.  Learn  how  to  cut 
wires,  remove  batteries, 
drive  fast,  uncouple  trans- 
missions, change  tires,  lift 
engines,  and  other  useful 
techniques.  We  are  located  in 
back  of  the  Black  Truck  in  F 
Lot.  Feel  free  to  come  by  and 
speak  to  our  interviewer. 
Midnight  Auto  Sales 
c— o  F  Lot 
University  Drive, 
Amherst,  Mass.  01002 
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But  don't  you  see 
the  beauty  of  it?  If  no- 
body can  afford  to  go  to  UKass, 
that'll  mean  there  won't  be  any 
Commie  agitator  students 
there ! 


TWO 
HUNDRED 
AND  EIGHTY 
LEGISLATORS 

CAN'T 
BE  WRONG 
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Salute  To 
WHY 
RADIO 


.  .  .Golly,  fellas,  welcome  to 
the  Whoopie  Ding  Dong  Show! 
We'll  be  right  back  with  the 
number  one  hit  on  our  groovy 
out-of-sight  hit  survey  in  one 
moment.  .  .hitherefolks!Due- 
toanoversightwehave3.2- 
millioncarstoomanyandmust- 
sellthematunbelievablylow- 
picessocomeondownto- 
Chicopeeautosales- 
today.  .  .and  now,  the  number 
one       hit,       but  first 
.  .  .(ad).   .   .and  here  they 
are!  Bury  the  Remains,  singing 
"I'm  So  Blue  Ever  Since  You 
Cut   Off   the   Oxygen".    .  . 
(song?).  .  .and it's  five  past  ten 
on  the  Wild  and  Woolly  Whoopie 
Ding  Dong  Show.  .  .and  now 
the  weather  report.  .  .yes, 
folks,  we  DO  see  rain  outside 
our  window.  .  .there  will  be  a 
seven-in-ten  chance  of  light 
showers,    accompanied  by 
continuing  (hee  hee)  weather 
(hoo-hah)  (?).  .  .and now  back 


to  wunnerful  WHY  Radio  where 
hits  turn  to  memories  and  vice 
versa.  .  .here's  another  Golden 
Oldie  from  Whoopie  Ding 
Dong.  .  ."Big  Daddy"  John- 
son, singing  "I  Painted  the 
Farmhouse  White  but  It  Just 
Ain't  the  Same':(song?). Guess 
what!  You're  about  to  hear,  for 
the  first  time  on  WHY  Radio, 
two  super  hits  played  back-to- 
back  with  not  five,  not  four,  not 
three,  not  two,  not  one,  but 
absolutely  NO  ads  to  seperate 
them.  .  .and  here  they  are.  But 
first,  to  make  up  for  the  ads 
we'll  miss,.  .  .(ad)  (ad)  (ad) 
(time)   (weather)   (ad)  (ad) 


(song?).  .  .and  that  last  one 
was  Strumalong  Thugmond 
with  his  new  hit  release :  "Ah'm 
So  White".  .  .which  is  the  WHY 
"Pick  of  the  Weak".  .  .and  now 
the  weather  again,  folks,  from 
wonderful  WHY  Radio.  .  .hi 
there!  This  is  John  Doe  with  the 
weather:  there  is  a  two-in-ten 
chance  of  tomorrow,  according 
to  our  Radiometer  at  Westover 
AFB.  And  now,  back  to  the  Wild 
and  Woolly  Whoopie  Ding  Dong 
Show,  on  wunnerful  WHY 
Radio.  .  .(?) 


IU40  t*>  i*»mc  » 


(news  briefs)  (ad)  (ad)  (ad) 
(sports  highlights)  (ad) 
(ad).  .  .1  know  you'll  enjoy 
Strom  "Trooper"  Thurmond 
and  Dick  "The  +  +  +  +  "  Nixon 
singin  "If'n  We  Gotta  Kill,  Then 
We  Gotta  Kill,  So  Why  Not 
Enjoy     It?".  .  .(song?) 


You.  too.  can  be 
FASTER  THAN  A 

SPEEDING  HIPPIE! 
MORE  POWERFUL  THAN 

A  BERRY'S  PIT! 
ABLE  TO  LEAP  TALL 

MIDGETS  IN  A  SINGLE 
BOUND! 
come  to  or  at  our  smoker,  at 
Signa  Phi  Nihil 
N.  Pleasant  St. 
Amherst,  Mass.  01002 
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BERKSHIRE  COMMONS: 


A  story  of  civilization  in  crisis 

We  join  Wilma,  Joe,  Fred  and 
Harry  as  they  are  eating  lunch. 
JOE:  Boy,  I  think  these 
hamburgers  are  good.  I  really 
love  'em. 

HARRY:  I  think  they  shit. 
Let's  triple-tray  them. 
WILMA:  I  got  an  A  on  the 
exam  today.  Boy,  I  was  up  all 
night  cramming  for  it.  What  a 
drag. 

HARRY:  This  food  smells. 
Let's  triple-tray  them  or 
something. 

FRED:  I  slipped  on  the  ice 
today  and  fell  on  my  ass.  Boy, 
was  I  embarrassed. 
JOE:  I  could  eat  these  ham- 
burgers all  day.  Think  I'll  go 
get  another  one.  (Exit) 


*  * 


JOKE  ? 


*  * 


THE  EPIToRs 
TMI*  HftC  MOST 

se  ec«u_y  Sick 


'iCK'J 


WILMA:  Boy,  did  I  get  stoned 
the  other  night.  Jeff  had  this 
really  pissah  grass  from 
Burma. 

HARRY:  Hey  Wilma,  let's 
triple-tray  them,  huh? 
FRED:  Boy,  Jello  again.  They 
must  really  make  a  lot  of  it. 
HARRY:  I  think  I'll  write 
"Fuck  you"  on  this  napkin  and 
put  it  on  the  tray  and  put  it  on 
the  belt.  That'll  show  them. 


'  <"->PTH€  -FgFSS!) 

WILMA:  Did  you  hear  the  new 
Band  album?  It's  really  great. 
JOE:  (returning  with  a  new 
hamburger)  A  lot  of  ketchup. 
Mmm,  I  just  love  this  food. 

End  of  Chapter  One 

Be  with  us  next  week  when  we 
will  hear  Harry  say: 

"Let's  triple-tray  them,  huh 
Joe?" 


The  stranger  came  into 
Eagle  Gulch  and  headed 
straight  for  the  saloon.  As  the 
bartender  was  getting  his 
drink,  he  asked,  "How  are  the 
girls  in  this  town?" 

"Girls?"  exclaimed  the 
bartender.  "We  ain't  got  no 
girls  in  these  parts,  mister." 

"None  at  all?" 

"Nope,"  replied  the  bar- 
tender. "Just  pigs!" 

"Pigs!" 

"Yep,  that's  all's  we  got 
around  here!  If  ya  don't  like  it 
you  can  leave!" 


The  stranger  thought  the 
matter  over  and  decided  that  he 
was  willing  to  try  anything 
once,  so  he  went  out  into  the 
main  street  and  grabbed  the 
sexiest  looking  pig  he  could 
find,  and  carried  it  into  the 
barroom,  carressing  it 
lovingly.  To  his  surprise, 
everyone  in  the  barroom  was 
horrified.  "What's  the  matter," 
he  asked  the  bartender.  "You 
said  you  use  pigs  in  this  town. 
What's  everyone  so  scared 
about?" 

The  bartender,  trembling, 
answered,  "Ttthat.  .  .tthat's 
Black  Bart's  pig!" 

— Joe  Ross 
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Q:   How  does  the  Syndicate 

find  out  who  squealed? 

A:    By     the     process  of 

elimination. 

g-         4  * 

Q:   What  do  you  call  an  Italian 

policeman? 

A:   A  guinea  pig. 

AU  nj<3Hr}  WHO 
«*EW  Aig-  u*£ 
THIS  ??? 


I've  Got  Those  Nausea 
Blues  Again 

by  Donald  Parris  and  featuring 
a  cost  of  thousands.  .  . 
Scene  I 

Setting:  The  meal  line  at  any 

given  dining  commons,  on  any 

given  day,  at  any  given  meal. 

O.B.:  You  can  only  take  one 

salad  at  a  time. 

Y.P.:  Ahhm!  That's  all  I  have 

here. 

O.B. :  You  do  not.  You  have  two 
there,  the  pineapple  salad  and 
the  Caesar's  salad. 
Y.P.:  Don't  tell  me  you  call 
two  pieces  of  pineapple  and  a 
cherry  with  some  lettuce  under 
it  a  salad! 

O.B.:  All  right  don't  get  flip 
with  me  you  young  punk! 
Y.P.:  Shuddap  you  old  bitch! 
I'm  taking  two  salads! 
O.B.:  Security!  Security! 
Security ! 


R  ft**!  Goajuft  mo  uvep  m 


5  minutes  and  two  security 
cops  (we  only  have  two  you 
know)  later: 

O.B.:  There  he  is  officers, 
arrest  him! 

Y.P.:  What!  What  do  you 
mean? 

F.P. :  Shut  up  you  young  punk! 
You  are  under  arrest. 
Y.P.:  What  for? 
F.P.:  It  is  my  legal  duty  to 
inform  you  of  your  rights.  .  . 
Y.P.:  What's  the  charge? 
F.P.:  You  have  the  right  to 
council,  you  have  the  right 
to.  .  . 

Y.P.:  But    what    are  you 
charging  me  with? 
F.P.:  You  have  the  right  to 
remain   silent   if   you  wish, 
you.  .  . 

Y.P.:  Won't  somebody  answer 
me!?! 

F.P.:  And  I  must  inform  you 
that  any  statement  you  make 
may  be  used  against  you  in 
court.  Com'mon  punk! 
Y.P. :  I  refuse  to  leave  unless 
you  state  what  you  are 
charging  me  with. 
F.P.:  (in  unison,  draw 
nightsticks  and  strike  to  the 
head  while  singing  out  in 
harmony)  RE-SIST-ING  A- 
RREST. 

Scene  2 

Setting:  Sometime  before  the 
local  kangaroo  court  (or  house 


fcUp  ATE  utile  ou>  LAOtcS 


p.  28 


council,  whichever  comes  first 

where  you  live) 

Caller  Outer:  The  State  of 

Confusion  versus  The  Young 

Punk 

Everybody  rise,  'cause  here 
come  de  judge,  (enter  judge, 
wearing  a  "Support 
Haynesworth"  button  and 
stencils  of  hangman's  knots  on 
his  robe) 

Judge :  You  have  been  charged 
with  the  dreaded  Theft  of  the 
Second  Salad  not  to  mention 
(all  authority  figures  sing  in 
harmony)  Re-sist-ing  A-rrest. 
How  do  you  plead? 
Y.P.:  Not  guilty!  Do  you 
really.  .  . 

Judge:  Ladies  and  gentlemen 
of  the  jury,  may  I  have  your 
verdict  now  that  you  have 
heard  all  of  the  evidence. 
Y.P.:  What  evidence?  What 
are  you  trying.  .  . 
Jury:  (in  twelve  part  harmony, 
of  course)  Guil-ty 
Judge:  You  have  been  found 
guilty  of  the  indolent  Theft  of 
the  Second  Salad,  contempt  for 
court  AND  (all  sing  once  again) 
re-sist-ing  a-rrest.  Do  you  have 
any   last   words    before  I 
pronounce  sentence. 
Y.P.:  Last  words? 
Judge:  Sentence. 
Y.P.:  Thank  you  judge. 
Judge:  Anytime  at  all,  (who 
rips  off  his  mask  and  reveals 
himself  to  be  Doctor  Spock) 
Y.P. :  Now  that  I'm  a  convicted 
criminal,  I  can't  be  drafted. 
Doctor  Spock:  That's  right 
folks,  let's  hear  it  for  the  great 
and  glorious  American  way. 
Finale 

Entire  cast  leads  the  audience 
in  the  singing  of  Alice's 
Restaurant  Massacree  as 
Nixon  is  castrated  in  effusion. 
And  yes,  people,  everybody  is 
happy  once  more  because  the 
free  world  is  again  safe  for 
motherhood,  apple  pie  and  all 
that  our  forefathers  have  or- 
dained as  good. 
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